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The Tragedy ofCymheline. 


niuft take mevpfor fwcaringj as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him,and might not fpend them at my pleafure, 
i. What got he by that ? you hauc broke his pate 
with *your Bowie, 

a. Ifhts withad bin like him that broke itritwould 
hauerun all out. 

Clot . When a Gentleman is difpos’d to fwesrejitis 
not for any danders by to curtail his oathes, Ha ? 

2 No my Lord; nor crop the cares of them. 

Clot Whorfon dog ?I gauehtm fatisfaction?would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

To hauefmeirdlikeaFoole. 

Clot . Iamnotvext moreac any thing in th'earth : a 
poxon’t, lhad rather not be fo Noble as 1 am: they dare 
not fight with me, becaufe of the Quecne my Mo¬ 
ther : cuery Jacke-Slauc hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I mud go vp and downe like a Cock, chat no body 
can omch. 

a. You arc Cocke and Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 

Clot . Saycftthou ? 

«. Icisnotfityou Lordfhip fhould Yndcrtake cuery 
Companion, that you giue offence too. 

Clot . No,l know that: but it is [fit I fiiould commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

X- Lit is fit for your Lordfhip onely. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

X. Didyou hecrcofa Stranger that’s comctoCourt 
night? 

Clot . A Stranger,and I not know ont ? 

2* He’s a ftrangc Fellow himfelfc,and knowes it not. 

I. There’s an Italian come,i and ’tis thought one of 
hcomatu* Friends* 

Clot # Loonattu} Abaniflit Rafcall; and he’s another, 
wbaefocuer he be. Who told you of this Stranger l 

1. One of your Lordfhips Pages. 

Clot . Isirfit 1 wencto lookc vponhim?Is thereno 
derogation in't? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 

Clot . Notcafily 1 thmke, 

a. YouarcaFoole graunted, therefore your Iffues 
being foolifh do not derogate. 

Clot ♦ Come, lie go fee this Italian: what I haueloft 
to day at Bowles,lie winne to night of bim. Come :go. 

a. lie attend your Lordfhip. Exit* 

That Inch a craftic Diuell as is bis Mother 
Should ycild the world this Affe:A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

Aud lcauecjghceene. Alas poore Princcfle, 
Thoudiuinc/w^;/, what thou endur’ft. 

Betwixt a Father by thy Srcp-damc gouern’d, 

| A Mother hourcly coyning plots: A Wooer, 

Morc hacefull then the fouieexpufion is 
Ofthy deere Husband. Then that horrid Aft 
Ofthcdiuorce, heel’d make the Heaueris hoM firroe 
The walls ofthy deere Honour. Keepe vofhak’d 
That Temple thy faire mind,thst thou maift ftand 
Tciii*y thy framfh’d Lord ; and this great (.a.nd.Evf#*/' 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter / mogen , in her r Bed % and a Lady, 
Into. Who’s there ? My woman; Helene i 
La. Pleafe you Madam. v 

Inn. Whathoueisit? 


Lady. Almoft mjdnight,Madam. 
/***• I haue read three houres then: 
Mine eyes are weake. 


Fold downe the leafe'where! haue left; to b A 
Take not awav rhe _• 


not away the Taper, leaue it burning • 

And if thou eanft awake by foure o’th’clofk 
I pry thee call me .• Slecpe hath cciz’d me whollv 
To your prote&ion I commend m e,Gods 
From Fay fies.and the Tempters of the niehr 
Guard me bcfeechyee. * 

loch into from tU 

Itch, The Crickets (ing,and mans oredaborVU 
Repaircs it feife by reft : Our Tarquine th us d fenfc 
Did foftly preife the Rufhes.cre he waken’d 
TheChaftitie he wounded. Cytherea 
How brauely thou becom’ft thy Bcd;frefl\ Fill 
And whiter then the Shcetcs; that I miehttoJu 
ButkifTc, onekifTe. Rubies vnparagon'd C ’ 
How deerely they doo’t: ’Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: the Flame o’th’TaD 
Bowes toward her,and would vnder-pecDc her iu * 

Tolceth’inclofed Lights,nowCa..opied F *’ 

Vr-der thefe windowej, .Vhite and Azure lac’d 
With Blew of Heauens ownt tin&. Butmvd^^.. 
To note the Chamber, 1 will write all downe, 8 ' 
Such,and fuchpiaures: There the window filch 
Th’adroncment of her Bed; the Arras, Figures 
Why futh, and fuch: and the Contentso’th’Story 
Ah,but fome naturallnotes about her Body, 

Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueables 
W ould teftifie, t’enrich mine Inuentorie. 

O fleepe,thou Ape of death,lye dull vpon her. 

And be her Senfebut as a Monument, 

Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off,corae eff j 
Asflippcry asrheGordian-knot was hard. 

*T is mine, ind this will witneflc outwardly. 

As ftror.giy as the Confciencedo’s within: 
To’th’madding of her Lord. On her left breft 
Amole Cinque-fpotted: Like the Crimfon drops 
I’th’botromeofa Cowflippe, Hcere’s a Voucher, 
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him chinke 1 haue pick’d the lock,and t’ane 
1 he treafure of her Honour. No more: to what end ? 
Why fhould I write this downe, that’s riuete, 
Screw’d corny memorie. She hath bin reading late, 
The Tale of 7 eresu ,heerc the Icaffc’s turn’d downe 
Where Philomels gaue vp. 1 haue enough, 

T o’chT runcke againe,and (hut the fpring of it. 

Swift,fwift.you Dragons of the night,that dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye: I lodge in fcare, 

Though this a hcaucnly Angell; hcil is heere. 

Clocks ^rikes 

Ooe,two,three: time,time. Exit. 


Scena Tertia* 


Enter Clotten } and Lords. 

J. Your Lordfhip isthemoftpatientmaninloffe,the 

moft coldeft that euer turn’d vp Ace. 

Clot. It would make arty man cold to loofe. 
t* But not cilery man patient after the noble temper 
©f your Lordfhip 5 You are moft hot, and furious when 
you winne- 

Clot 


‘The Trage die of Cymbeline. 


ginning will put any man into courage: if 1 could get 
(hisfoohft: Imogen , 1 fhould haue Gold enough; it’s al- 
^oft morning, is’cnot? 

1 Day,my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Muficke would come: Iamadui- 
fedcog* uc her Muficke a mornings,they fay it will pene- 
{t4 te. Enter Mufittaw. 

Come° n » tljnc: If you can penetrate her with your fin¬ 
gering,f° : wee’l try with tongue too : ifnone will do,let 
jj er remainc: but lie neuer giuc o’re. Firft, a very excel¬ 
lent good conceyted thing; after a wonderful fweet aire, 
w j t h admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 
der. 

SONG. 

Hearkf, hearke, the Lark* at Heauensgate fings.' 

and Phcebusgins strife , 

JJis Steeds to water at thofe Springs 
on chaltcd Flowres that lyes: 

And a>inki n g tAHary-huds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
tfith euery thing that pretty u, my Lady fweet ar/fe : 

Arife ,arife. 
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So, get you gone: if this pen trate, I will confider your 
Muficke the better: if it do not, it is a voyce in her cares 
which Horfe-haires, and Calues-guts, nor the voyce of 
vnpaued Eunuch to boor,can neuer amed. 

Enter Cymbaline,and Queer.t. 

Heere comes the King. 


Clot. I am glad I was vp folate, for that’s thereafon 
Iwas vpfoearely: he cannot choofe but take this Ser- 
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. 

Cjm. Attend you here the doore of our ftern daughter 
Will fhe not forth ? 

Clot .I haueaffayl’d her with Mufickes,but fhe vouch- 
fafes no notice. 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 

She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Muft wearejhc print ofhis remembrance on’t, 

And then fhe’s yours. 

gu. You arc moft bound to’th’King, 

Who let’s go by no vantages, that may 
Prcferre you to his daughter: Frame your fclfe 
To orderly folicicy, and be friended 
With aptnefle of the feafort: make denials 
Encreafeyour Seruices: fofeeme, as if 
You were infpir’dcodo thole duties which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her, 

Saue when command to your difmiffion tends. 

And therein you are fenfcleflc. 

Clot. Senfelcfle ? Not fo. 

Afef. So like you (Sir) Ambafladors from Rome; 

The one is £aim Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now; 

But that’s no fault ofhis: we muft recey ue him 
According to the Honor ofhis Sender, 

And towards himfclfe, bis goodnefle fore-fpent on vs 
We muft extend our notice: Our deere Sonne, 

When you haue giuen good morning to your Miftris, 
Attend the Queenc, and vs, we fhall haueneede 
T’employyou towardsjthisRomane. 

Come our Queenc. Sxettnt. 

Clot. If fhe be vp, Ilefpeake with her: ifnot 
Let her lye ftilf, and dreame: by your leaue hoa, 

I know her women are about her: what 


Ifl do line one of their hands, ’tis Go/d 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth^ytfa,and makes 
Dtana 3 Rangers falfe themlelues, yecld vp 
Their Deere to’th’ftand o’th’Stealcr: and ’tis G< 5 & 
Which makes the True-man kill’d,and faues the Theefe: 
Nay.fometime hangs both Theefe.and True-man : whac 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vnderftand the cafe roy feife. 

By your leaue. Knockst. 

Enter a Lady. 

La. Who’s there that knockes? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot. Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

La. That’s mere 

Then fome whofe Taylors arc as deere as yours. 

Can mftly boaft of: what's your Lordfhips pleafutc ? 
Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot. There isGold for you, 

Sell me your good report. 

La. h’ow.my good name ? or to report ofyou 
What I fhall thinke is good. The Priaccffc. 




Enter Imogen. 


Clot. Good morrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand. 

Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchafing bur trouble: the thankes I giuc. 

Is telling you that I am poore of thankes. 

And fcarfe can fparc them. 

Clot . Still I fweare I loueyou. 

Imo. If you buefaidfo,’twercasdeepewithme; 
Ifyou fweare ftill, your rccompcncc is ftill 
That I regard it not. 

Clot. Thisisnoanfwer. 

Imo ♦ Bur that you fhall not fay, I yeeld being filent, 

I would not fpeake. I pray you iparcme, ’faith" 

I fhall vnfold equall diicourtefie 

To your beft kinduefte: one of your great knowing 

She u d Icarnc (being taught) forbearance. 

Clot a T o leaue you in your madneffe, \ wei e my fin, 

I will not- 

Imo . Fooies are not madFolkcs, 

Clot . Do you call mcFoolc? 

Imo* As I am mad I do : 
if you l be patient, lie no more be mad. 

That cures vj both. I am much forry (Sir) i 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
B/ being fo verball: and learnc now, for all. 

That I which know my heart, do heer:pronounce 
By th’very truth of it, I care not for you. 

And am fo neere the lacke ofCharitie 
To accufc my Cclfe, I hate you: which I bad rather 
You felt, then mnke’e my boaft. 

Clota You finne againft 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contra# you pretend with that bafe Wretcb, 

One, bred of Aimes, and fofter’d with cold difhes. 

With feraps o’th’Conrt: It is no Contract, none • 

And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Y et who then he more mcane) to knit their foul** 

(On whom rhere is no more dependancic 
But Brats and Bcggcry) in fclfe-figur’d knot, 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 
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